VICHY WATER
first to Yves's and then to the merchant's. The false policeman put
the key of the flat into his pocket, and in the taxi they drove back to
the hotel. Yves jumped out of the taxi. One of the grounds of
suspicion against him was that the false policeman didn't go after
him but said, let him run, I know where to find him. Back at the
hotel (this I know from the evidence) the false policeman told the
merchant to wait while he telephoned headquarters. The merchant
waited and waited and then got suspicious and raced back to his flat.
Everything was gone, which meant two suits and some underwear.
So it was a real large-scale coup. "And you don't,know the man?"
I asked. "Of course not," he said.
Of one thing 1 was sure. The demobilization papers wouldn't be
mentioned. As far as the rest was concerned it shouldn't be difficult
for me to convince the judge that I was neither a trafficker of
privileges nor an accessory to two suits and three pants. But I was
deadly sick at the thought that I was mixed up with such a crowd.
I was very grateful that neither Nona nor Dodo and not even Cooky
could see me in that crew.
Yves went to great lengths trying to persuade me that I should
mention the dollars to the juge <Tinstruction. It was important to get
the merchant in, too. But by then my plan was made; anyway I
wasn't going to make a repetition of the exit visa. Upstairs at the
anthropometry 1 was asked in the usual way if this was my first visit
to the Eveche. I said it wasn't. They read out my particulars and
showed me my photograph, and 1 said, yes, I was married, and the
rest of it was correct, too.
At the Palais de Justice I was put into the cell of the naked woman.
A bit matured by this time, she sat astride the gloom. Because it was
Sunday no judge was in before six o'clock in the evening. Yves was
convinced the judge would release me and gave me many messages
to his pals outside; but I knew I couldn't escape without going back
to Chavcs. There was a man among us who was in for having taken
money from an English officer to get him out of France; the rest
were thieves and foreigners deep in the black market. At six o'clock
I came before the judge, a white-haired old man, "and told him 1
wanted to be released at once.
"Wait," he said. "I'm waiting for the police to finish the investi-
gation." He was like ice, but polite.
Then we were on our way to Chares, and Yves suddenly declared
he hated going back. We undressed and dressed, and because I
wasn't a tyro any more I hid my twenty pounds inside my trousers,
pinning them below the knee. One of the warders said to me that
he was surprised to see me back, but that was the result of fire-